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Perhaps the most delicious sensation of all was
to gaze at Madame Dambreuse in the midst of a
number of other ladies in her drawing-room. The
propriety of her manners made him dream of other
attitudes. While she was talking in a tone of cold-
ness, he would recall to mind the loving words
which she had murmured in his ear. All the respect
which he felt for her virtue gave him a thrill of
pleasure, as if it were a homage which was reflected
back on himself; and at times he felt a longing to
exclaim:
"But I know her better than you!   She is mine!"
It was not long ere their relations came to be
socially recognised as an established fact. Madame
Dambreuse, during the whole winter, brought Fred-
erick with her into fashionable society.
He nearly always arrived before her; and he
watched her as she entered the house they were
visiting with her arms uncovered, a fan in her
hand, and pearls in her hair. She would pause on
the threshold (the lintel of the door formed a frame-
work round her head), and she would open and
shut her eyes with a certain air of indecision, in or-
der to see whether he was there.
She drove him back in her carriage; the rain
lashed the carriage-blinds. The passers-by seemed
merely shadows wavering in the mire of the street;
and, pressed close to each other, they observed all
these things vaguely with a calm disdain. Under
various pretexts, he would linger in her room for an
entire additional hour.
It was chiefly through a feeling of ennui that
Madame Dambreuse had yielded. But this latest ex-
perience was not to be wasted. She desired to give